
Meeting
y SAT, Torchy," calls out Mr.
I Kobert, "what is the meaning
I of this V. C. IS. on my date
* pad?"

"Oh, that!" says I. tryin' to throw
It off careless. '"Why they've called
another directors' meeting of the

' Vacuum Clothes Brush Company. It's
this noon, down at Ollie Payne's office."

"To declare a dividend?" asks Mr.
Kobert sarcastic.

"Either that, or to make plans to

ijncn someupov, mis x. -\a <* juaiterof fact, Mr. Robert, I expect this
is the final gasp."
"Humph!" says he, hunchin' his

shoulders. "Well, it's about time.
And X don't think I care to be in at

_
Uir obsequies. J'll give you my proxy
and allow you to represent us both
at the sad rites, Torchy. Only don't
Waste the whole afternoon over it."

w "Very well, sir," says I.
And I'll admit he had me with my

chin down. For I might as well own

tip that I was the Chris. Columbus
of this little enterprise, which had!
promised so bright only a few months
back and now looked so dismal.
Vh-huh! It was me that run across!
this Ollie Payne person. He thinks
he's a promoter. Ollie does. Anyway,he did along last September.
And somewhere he'd dug up this nuttyinventorwith his wizard clothes brusli
scheme.

Course, it seems silly now. but at
the time it listened good. Sounded
lilje a winnin' proposition. Simple
little thins, too. Just applyin the
suction carpet cleanin' principle to a
clothes brush. As Ollie puts it: "We
no longer permit dust and dirt to stay
in our rugs and carpets. ;stirring it
up with a broom every day. No. We
take it out by the vacuum process.
aided by an electric brush. So ourj
homes are really clean. But our
clothes: Why. we carry about the
same dust and germs for months.'
1-et's have it beaten and sucked out.;
This brush will do it."

So it would. Ollie made me let him
try the model on my blue serge,
Showed me how much dirt he took out t

at what X thought was a perfectly
clean suit. It was such a handy lit-
tie thing, too. Only weighed two
pounds and you could hook it Up to
any electric light socket. Course, the [
best way was to spread your clothes

g en a table or ironin' board, but you
could use the brush while you had j
'em on. Felt like kind of a mild mas- j
age. that's all.

* * * *

Aceordin' to Ollie. when we once
got this on the market, there would
be one in every home, in every office.in every Pullman car. The whisk
broom would vanish from the land.
We would be a clean race at last.
Herms would get a knock-out. Epi-
demies would cease. The little wizard jbrush would bring health and happinessinto a sad. sick world, and to
t|ie few wise guys who got in on the j
ground floor and bought the pre- jferred shares*.well. Oliie could talk
about nothing short of millions.

T fell for it. Hard. I managed to
scrape up enough to buy a block of
500 and after I'd talked to Vee she
came in for as1 much more. Then
I towed Mr. Hobert down, had Ollie
demonstrate the brush, and got him

. landed for a big slice mt the stock.
Ton thousand shares, no less. And
money was get: in' tight at the time,
too.

Well, you can guess the rest. 1
suppose. You know what a perfectly
swell chance any new development
had of gettin' under way this last
winter, with the buyers' strike on andAll money rates jumpin' every day.

i That hundred thousand shares wasn't
' snapped up by eager investors. And
until at least half of it was unloaded
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- warrant starting a factory and an~

advertisin' campaign.
Ollie Payne kept peggin' away at

It. though. Every week or so he'd
\ announce that he'd sold a few hundrodmore. Just drops in the bucket.
Ha was always talking about hookln'
some of the big flsh-r-Standard OilI people, a couple of the Steel crowd.

,'or somebody representin' the Morgan
interests. But so far as I could judgehe never got even a nibble.
Then the assessments begun to

oome in for runnin' expenses, and
tl(r first shareholders' indignation
meetin' assembled. We sure were a jgrouchy lot of till-horn investors.
insurance vderki. ilothfTig salesmen,
an uptown dentist, a delicatessen
dealer from fith avenue, and a couple I
of rral estate agents. And none of
us was crazy over droppin' our li'tle jnest eggs into a financial omelet '
with no fire in the stove. What i
most of us wanted was to get out
with as little loss as possible, frfome- i
body had proposed that we might '

» dump our stock on the curb market !
r ail at once, on the chance that there J
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I SO SOW THEY SITS AROIND
L SILKY AND GLARES AT EACH
OTHER ACROSS THE TABLE.

might be »nou*h suckers to go
s-ound. This board meet in' had been
railed to chew over that scheme and
it didn't promise to be a very cheerfulaffair.
So maybe I wasn't as chirky as

u.ual when I squeezes into a subway
«*r at 23rd street on my way downtown.But then. I had lots of com-
pany. Kor ain't we a glurn. peevish-
lookin' lot as we ro back and forth?'
If you don't believe it Just look your- \
selves over next time you leave home [
or the office. Coming or going, it
don't seem to make any difference.
You'd most think that all our dispositionshad soured, or that showin'
any signs of Rood nature was aRainst
the city ordinances.

I expect I was Rivin' 'em back as
had as they sent when all of a sudd<-n.perhaps just to be different. I
eiops scowlin' and tries to remember
that a lot of these folks, although
iota! strangers, might not he wife
beaters or yegg m>-n. And the next
thing I knew I was starin' at this
slim. lonR-leRge.d party with the mild
l-lue eyes. Maybe 1 was wonderin'
why he wore the gray spats. You
do. you know. They ain't so commonOr perhaps i was tryin' to
Ruess what he could find to work up
an eye twinkle about. Anyway, the'
twinkle was there and it was kind of
welcome t shwuliir.t wonder but
what I flickered back at him. for he
promptly edges over into the corner

Iand signals with his thumb that
there's room for me, too. At wliich
^ slides in beside him.

"Thanks.'' i mumbled, half ashamed

"I'VE HAD SOME EXPERIENCE IX
HANDLING SITH MATTERS. AND I

MIGHT BE OF SOME ASSISTANCE.
MAY I COME ALONG t"

!
"Quito welcome." says ho. "Then

you're not one of the bearers?"
"Eh?" nays I. hardly knowin' what

to make of this odd openin'.
"All on their way to funerals,

aren't they?" and he nods down the
crowded car.

"Oh. I connect now." says I. "They
are a bunch of crepe hangers, eh?"
"And it's so unnecessary, most of

it." he goes on. "Things simply
couldn't be as bad as all that with so

many of them. There must be a lot
of good luck and contentment distrib-
uted around, alone with the other.
So why not express it? And even if
the world isn't treating1 you as well
as you think it ought to. why wear

your ill humor on your /ace? Why
not be brave, kindly smile; before
your fellows, at least?"

* * * *

"Why." says I, "that's about how
it struck me. only a minute ago."

"Really:" says he. beamin". "Then
you are already a member of our
lodge. You're a CI. B. I.?"
"A which?" says I. gawpin".
"A Grin-and-Bear-It." says he.

"Welcome, brother. My name is
Chester IAvingston Brooks, but I
shall expect you to call me Chester."
"Yes?" says I. a little ofTlsh. But I

hadn't more'n got it out before I
felt mean. Suppose he was one of a
wire-tapper gang, or even worse? He
couldn't sting me much harder than
Ollic Payne had- Besides, he was j
too late to get th> lean leavings. So
I thaws out. "My friends call me
Torchv." I goes on, "and some do
that just want to be fresh. I'll give
you three guesses to say why."
"Nearly all of the early gods had

flaming locks, you know," says he.
"and if I were going to imagine a
deity, Torchy. I think I should picturehim with red hair.'*

X had to give him thfi grfn at that.
"You're some booster, Chester," says
I. "And you hand out a soothing
line. But say, how was it you spottedme as a brother G. B. I.?"

"Just by the friendly glance," says
he. "That is the whole ritual of our
order. It revealed you to me at once
as a tamer of the Truculent Disposi- ;
tion. I saw that you. for one, had |
thrown off the shackles of self: that ;
you had gone to grips with your ego !
and had come off a victor. When '

one does that he can look his fellow-
man in the face without suspicion
and without fear. Do I put it too Jawkwardly for you to follow?"

"I ain't more'n a block behind you,"
says I. "Something about not lettin' !
a grouch ride you without tryin' to
buck it off, eh?"

"Ah, excellent!" says he. "I must
remember that phrase. And we must

INIL

nee more of each other, friend Torchy.
Whither away?"

**>h. gosh!" I groans. "I was almostforgettin*. I'm on my way to
take part in some sad rites. We're
goin* to bury a wild cat, Chester."

"I beg pardon?" says lie.
"It's hard to be a <5. B. I.," says I.

"when you're loaded up with V. C. B."
And then I explains how I'd sunk

my good money in some shares that
would be chiefly useful, before the
week was out, as linin' for bureau
drawers. Chester seems interested
and sympathetic. He asks for detailsand I tells him all about the
wonderful little brush that cleans
you on the hoof and sucks in the dust
so slick.
"Only it turns out that we are the

real suckers." says I.
"Ah. say not so. friend Torchy."

says <*he«ter. "Why, that is the most
practical invention 1 have heard of in
years Just the thing that was need- .

ed. And it is sure to he a big successfrom the very start."
"Maybe. says I. "if we could only

get it started. But we seem to have
gone into this at the wrong time. In
fact, we couldn't have picked a worse
one. The way the market is now you jcould hardly float a piece of soap in Jthe North river. So we're goin' togethertoday and wind things up
fiomohow."
"But you mustn't vo that, Torchy."

insists Chester. "No. no* Never give
up the ship Take the bludgeonings
of chance if- they come, but keep
smiling. For. really, you have a splendididea there, one that is much too
good to he abandoned without a thoroughtrial. It appeals to mestrongr

Chester
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ly. and. if your bard will permit. I
should likwto be present at this meeting.I've had some experience in
handling such matters and I might bo
of some assistance. Hay I come
along'.'"
"Well. 1 don't know." says I. doubtful."Misery likes company, all right,

but it don't yearn for a gallery. I'd
have to put it up to the others. Still,
if you want to take a chance "

"Certainly I do." says Chester.
So we got off at Wall street and

wandered down to this 10x12 office
where Ollie Payne bad his name in
big letters on the door. As I had
suspected. Ollie wasn't on hand. But
the rest of the bunch was there, all
right. They wasn't sittin' around
chummy, swappin' funny stories or
tellin' each other what wise guys
they were, like they used to when we
was all figurin' bow we'd spend our
diTidends. No. < Nothing like that.
For at the two previous sessions each
one had insisted that his scheme for
ceitin' part of our money back was
the right one. and no two had agreed.
So now they sits around sulky and
glares at each other across the table.
'Specially Doc Fendergast, the dentist,
and Morrie Blum, one of the real estaters.I forgot which one it was
rung the other in, but they'd had
some hectic words over it. Course, I
has to introduce Chester all 'round,
and what does he do but insist on
shakin' hands cordial with everybody
present.

* * * *

"Delighted to meet you, doctor."
says he. "Ah. you professional chaps
are the shrewd fellows. you have
the vision, and the courage to follow
It up. Mr. Blum. Charmed to know
you. You .wear your patronym on
your cheeks, if you will pardon such
a personal comment. But I always
enioy contact with those who translatetheft goocJ health into good
nature, as I am sure you do. Myfriend Torchy has been telling me
about this wonderful benefit which
you are about* to bestow upon a dusty
race.1 and I wish to congratulate you
all on being associated with such an
enterprise. Any business which has
at heart the public good is bound to
be a big success in the long run.
Altruism always wins, you know.
A 1 tvavs "

Mr. Klum grunts through the stubbycigar, and Doc. I'endergast tries
to sniff disagreeable but for all that
1 could sec Chester had 'cm going.
And that's the way he proceeds to
scatter seeds of sunshine all through
the room, so by the time the mectin"
is called to order he is on friendly
terms with everybody present. Whetherhe was to be allowed to stay or
not wasn't even debated.
It was Martin, one of the clothing

salesmen, who puts his finger on the
raw spot. "Well, what are we going
to do?" he demands. "How do X get
part of my five hundred back, that's
what I want to know? And where is
that fotol promoter who let us in for
this? The last I heard from him he
was trying to find some one who'd be
chump enough to underwrite half of
the outstanding shares, and he said
if he could "

"Fat chance of that!" breaks in Doc.
Fendergasf. "Why. he's been, trying

/ ojr ' "V

to do that for three months; peddled
'em all over Broad street, and he
1/nnnie U n't hA /Inn^ Tkat'n v» «

he hasn't shown up here today. I'll
bet he's skipped. That's my notion."
"Then we're a lot of squeezed lemons.eh?" asks Blum.
"i'ardon me." comes^n Chester, "but

I don't think you are warranted In
taking? such a gloomy view of your
affairs. As for me. I wish to say that
1 believe absolutely in'the ultimate
success of this company. You have a
sound, scientific; much-wanted 'article
here. All that is necessary is to raise
sufficient funds to start manufacturing.''
"Sure, that's all." says Martin,

winkin' at the ceilin'.
"Very well, then." says Chester.

"Allow me, gentlemen, to subscribe
the necessary amount."
"Wlia-a-a-t ?" gasps the board in

chorus.
"I mean it." says Chester. "And

while I seldom invest so largely in
an unproved enterprise. I shall make
this an exception. I shall he very
glad in this instance, providing you
will agree lo stand by and see it
tliro'ugh with me, to take over all the
undistributed shares at par. I atu
ready a write a check right now.
What do you say?"

It wasn't ji quesrinr. of what, hut
how. for there wasn't, one of us had
breath enough left to get out a syllable.We sat there with our mouths
open, like so many orphan kids
seein' a real Santa Claus for the first
time. It was Blum that first got his
conversation works unlimbcred.

By Sewell Ford
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"Veil, gents." says he. "vy dond
somebody say somedings?"
"Sounds like a fair offer." says Doc

1'endergast. "A ve,ry fair offer. I-et's
see. diil I i*et vonr name correct.
Mr..er "

"Chester Livingston Brooks," says
my tall friend.
"Livingston Brooks?" repeats Mar!tin. "No relation, I suppose, to the

Mr. Brooks of the well known firm of
Brooks & Livingston?"
Chester smiles and shrugs his

shoulders careless. "The late Cheater]
Brooks was my father." says he.
Henry Livingston Is my mother's
brother and my uncle. But I am

j making you this offer on my own
initiative. May I ask for an expressionof opinion from the board?"

j * * * *

I Tou bet he might. And he got it

prompt. It took us less than throe
minutes to reorganize, elect Chester
president of the company, and hand
over his check to the new treasurer,
which is me. After which we voted
unanimous to start making; the little
wizard brushes as quick as we could
buy a factory, and the meetin' broke
up with Chester sliakin' hands hearty
with everybody present and gettin'
patted on the back affectionate.
"You win. Chester." says I. "You

(tot the right methods, too. Why.
say. if it hadn't been for you we'd
have been mixed up in a free-for-all
by now. Honest, as a pacifier you've
got the dove of peace lookin' like a
settin' ben that's been pushed off the
nest. Say, how about coming up to
the Corrugated with me? Td like to
have you meet Mr. Robert Bllins, our
first vice president, and have you go
out to lunch with. him. Eh?"
Nothing would suit him better, he

says, except that he really ought to
run up to the Grand Central first and
see about some hand baggage that
he's checked there.
"All. right," says I. "I'll make the

detour with you."
It was while we was pushin' our

way through the noon hour crush
that Chester is pushed into this curb
faker who has a tray of wire puzzles
strapped in front of him. Chester
bumps him just hard enough to spill
some of the stock on the sidewalk
"Say. who you think you're wipin'

your feet on, you human string bean?"
snarls the peddler.
"Oh, I'm so sorry." Chester apologizeshumble. "It was awkward of

me, wasn't it? Here, my good fellow.let roe help you pick those up."
j "Ah. keep your paws off," says the
j puzzle vender.
j "Oh. but I insist," says Chester.
"Here are some that are muddy, too. i
Now that Is too bad. Might spoil
their sale. Well, it was entirely my
fault, so allow me to offer you this I
in payment* And good luck to you.
old chap."
With which he slips him a ten-spot,

takes me by the arm and hurries off.
leavin' the faker standin' there starin'
'dazed and stupid at what has been
pushed into his gTubby hand.
"You're some guy. you are, Chester,"

I says.
"I'm an awkward, clumsy chump."

says he" 'The poor devil! T hope I
did the right thing. Perhaps I didn't
give him enough."
"Huh!" says I. "I shouldn't worry I

about that. With what you fed him
he'll probably go out and buy an jequity in a push cart, and a year from
now he's liable to have a store of his j
own on Id avenue."

'I sincerely hope he does.*' says
Chestef.
"Say. you're almost too good to be

true, Chester." says Tr
Then whoit we gets to the check

room he greets the fresh baggage
juggler like" a friend and brother.
sups a line cigar ana is just uiankir,
him cordial for diggin' out his suit
rase, when a husky huilt. squarejawedparty steps up and greets Chesterfamiliar.
As he- turns to see who It is Chester'sjaw drops and his mild eyes

register disappointment. Hut it's
only for a second. Then he sticks out
his hand and remarks cheerful:
"Why. hello. Collins! Do you know,
old man. I fancied that this time I'd
given you the slip completely."
"And you verv near did it. Mr.

I' Brooks." says Collins. "Not quite,!
though, as you see."
"No," says Chester. "Trust I haven't i

caused you a lot of worry and
trouble?" ;"Aw. that's all right," says Collins."Nice little change for us, get-|tin' off for a day or so like this,
Trumbull's with me. sir."
"Is he?" says Chester enthusiastic.

"Isn't that bully? Of course. I'm
I fond of all of you. but you and Trum;bull are such nice, decent chaps.
Glad they sent you two."1 "Thanks. Mr. Brooks," says Collins.
"And if you're are ready to go back,
sir, why "

"Quite ready. Collins." says Chester."I've been gone nearly two days
and I've liad a corking good time.
Met some fine fellows, too. This is
one of the best: my friend. Torchy.
here. And.er.could I ask you. Colilins.to explain things to liim?"
"Sure." savf? Collins, takinc m, hv I

the arm and steppin' a little one side, |
I with his eye still on Chester. "I ex-i
I pect you're onto liitn. though. From
Dr. Mudd's Psychopathic Itetreat. tip
in Connecticut. You know?" And he.
taps his forehead.

^ * * *

"Honest?" says I. gawpin'.
"Yep." says he. "Perfectly harm-',

less, though. Absolutely. But he's
| better off where we can look after1 him."
' Even then I has to step back for1 another look at Chester. "So you're
from the nut factory, eh?" I asks.
Alvin noda and chuckles. "It's a

little fad of my uncle's," says he
"Poor old chaRl He's gone orazy
over piling up more money. Can't go
to grips with "his ego, for it has a

grip on him. Sad case, uncle's. But
somehow he found a judge who
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IN' the .second installment of this
series on Anrflostan Island it was
said that the first private owner
of the land was Ctlpt. Randolph

Brandt of Charles county, Md.. and
that the island was granted to him
tinder date of July 21, 1680. Note
that this was the first private ownershipthat is of record. Front 1632
to 1680 title to the island was in the
name of Cecilius Calvert, llarorl of
Baltimore, and his heirs by charter
from King Charles I, son of James 1
and grandson of Mary Queen of
Scots. Before 1632 title was claimed
to residp immediately in the Ens|lish Crown by right of discovery and
settlement, though for generations
and centuries claims to America >>y
the crowns of Spain and France
clashed, but it is not fair to you that
the Rambler should lug such old
disputes into the story of Analostan
Island.
But you will recall.that is. you

may recall it if you ever read the
book.that Diedrich Knickerbocker,
in'writing his "History of New York."
reviewed the origin of the world beforegetting down to New York, and
on his title page lie wrote that, it
was "A history of New York from
the beginning of the world to the
find of tho Dutch dynasty." and his
synopsis of Book 1 is this: "Containingdivers ingenious theories
and philosophic speculations concerningthe creation and the populationof the world, as connected with
the history of New York."
Now, there is really no particular, no

urgent reason which impels the Rambler,
while telling the story of Analostan
Island, to go back to the* disputes betweenEngland, France and Spain over
their title to America, but he was havinga little trouble in getting this storystartedin a way which he thought would
be satisfactory to his fastidious readers,and because Analostan Island is a
very pretty and conspicuous part of the
District, of Columbia, and because, the
District of Columbia is the most importantpart of the North American eonItinent. and because the North American
continent is the only continent worth
speaking about, except those of Europe.
Asia, Africa and South America, he
thought that such a vast and imposing
theme was deserving of an elaborate introduction.

* * * *

Then, if Washington Irving could let
Diedrich Knickerbocker lug in the historyof the world in his history of New
York, the Rambler could see no reason
why he should not go back a few centuriesin telling the history of Analoston.
Manhattan and Analostan are both Indiannames, and they are both islands.
Of course, more people have chosen to
live on Manhattan Island than on
Analostan Island, but the majority is
nearly always wrong. Now if WashingtonIrving could write chapters on the
creation of the world in introducing his
history of New York, the Rambler might
do something better. As writers, there
is really no comparison between Washjington Irving and the Rambler. The
Rambler has no wiRh to cause a moment'spain or jealousy to the geptle
spirit of Washington Irving.
The claims of England. France and

Spain to America, were, as a general
rule, settled by violence. Nearly all
land titles can be traced back to theft
or murder, if the records have not
been lost. Before the English claimed
title to Maryland and Virginia title
resided in the Indians, who were not
only misnamed, but maltreated The

thought as he did, so I am compelled
to live at the retreat. It isn't so bad,
however. Bather an interesting lot
|of characters up there; especially
one who fancies he's Bobinson Crusoe.
Wish you'd drop in on us some day.
Sorry 1 can't tueet your vice president.Come along, Collins, 1 want to
catch a train back so 1 shall be in
time for dinner."
And away he goes toward the ticket

window, gmllin' friendly at all and
several, with Collins steerin' him gentleby the elbow. Say, how was that
for a knockout?
The first thing 1 did, of course, is

to find a phone booth and ring up
this bank that Chester's given us the
whackin' big check on. It don't take
long to discover the awful facts. "No
account here," says the bank, at which
1 draws a long breath and shuts my j
eyes. Even at that 1 could see the i

Vacuum Clothes Brush Company takin' J
a final crash on the rocks. >

"Well?" says Mr. Robert, as I makes j
a draggy entrance. I

tIf r-t e mnmltoro r> f t ho I
UC 1C tmil 111 Hiviiia/vio V* nnv I

.Raspberry Club, all right," says 1. J
"For an hour or so there I thought
we was back on Kasy street, but it's

alloff again. I'm ready to swap ;ny
shares for so many cigarette coupons 1

right now." 1

What I should have done was to
have called another boaf-d meetin'
and roused our bunch of pikers out of 1
their sweet dreams. But 1 haled to
be the one to hand "em such distressin- j
news. Day after day I put it off. ,
until nearly a week went by. ,

And then here yesterday Ollie i

Payne blows in, all flushed and ex- J
cited, and proceeds to pound me irn-
petuous on the back.

"I say. old chap'." he shouted. "What i

do you know?" . ; i

"Me?" says I. "Say, lemme tell you '

what I don't know. It would be a

long and interestin' recital. But why !
the assault and battery?" 1 ;
"I've put it over, that's why," says

he.
"Eh?" says I. "Put what over?"
"The V. C. B. Company." says he. ]

"Our stock has been oversubscribed
nearly 50 per cent. Cot to have a

new issue, or something. Everything
sold and paid up." ]
"Co on'." says I "You must have J

mesmerized somebody, if it's true." (
"No." says Ollie. "They began com- i

ing after nie.men who'd almost had ,

me thrown out of their offices. It
was getting hold of that Mr. Brooks, \
who's connected with Brooks & I.iv- '

ingston. that turned the tide in our
favor." I
"You mean Chester Brooks?" says I.

"Why, didn't yon know? He's only a

strav from a nut factory.a soft- ;
headed nephew thnt they keep parked [
in a sanitarium. They took him back i
that same day." ,

"What if they did?" says Ollie. "It )
got around the street that the firm ,

was backing us. and that's all we
We vnt 'em oominar our wav

MVf on our feet. Torcby. ("all the
board together and we'll see about
s'arttnir the factor*'. Once we tret
that going and ou'll see our stock
SCO. above par. I'll bet a million it
will."
Course, you trot to allow some for

Ollie's enthusiasm, but I shouldn't
wonder but what he's somewhere near

right. P'd you notice the quotations
on V. C. B. yesterday?
And poor Chester hack behind the

bars! I don't know, though, as he
needs much sympathizin' with. Piscountin'the hats in his loft, how
many of us has so much on him
when it comes right down to enjorin'
life? Fli?

tOpyriglit, 1921. by Sewell Knot.)
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HISTORY OF
litle claims of the English and the f ],
Indians overlapped and clashed, ami M
jvir ancestors, being- stronger, craftiei p
And rietie^J ttti-y won. Tiny t ailed the M
Indians oi the Potomac "savages." tl
liui that is -an old epithet which men T
frequently Apply to other men who dj
uappen to cutler with them on ttiv. tt
subjects of dress and eating. You ir
have probably heard tine ladies say ix
that a man is "utterly impossible" k
just because he gurgles his soup and r
spills too much of it on his vest.
The Indians held title to Analostan

Island by prescription and occupancy.
l'hi»y named it. Perhaps their title
went back to the beginning of human
life on this-.continent, l'er naps, if our
Indians came from Asia or "elsewhere,
they took title to Analostan by discoveryand settlement. Perhaps on
i-o'^ifijr here they overwhelmed some
oiuer race of men and took title l>y
right of conquest and by the extinctionof the heirs of the previous own*
,-rs. Till' Ry nhiliT !- » * fhu

haired spirits of some of these oid Indianssquatting* on the rocks along
the Potomac- and can hear them
. buckling ai the feeble boast of some
[ ale-skin upstairs that "this land
nas been in our family a hundred
years!"
The title of the Barons Baltimore to

the island between 1632 and 1680 and
the title of Randolph Brandt and his
descendants and successors from 1680
to 1783 must have contained sotne elementsof uncertainty, for it was not
until 1783 that the dispute between
Maryland and Virginia bver their
rights in the Potomac river and over
the boundary dividing them was adjustedat a conference of commissionersat Mount Vernon. Those commissionerswere Daniel of St. Thomas
Jenifer, Thomas Stone and Samuel
Chase, on the part of Maryland, and
Gedrge Washington, George Mason
and Alexander Henderson, on the part
of Virginia.

* * * *
Kxam-ination mig^t show that a Virginiapatent included Analostan Island

before the date of the Maryland grant
to Brandt. Perhaps Analostan island lay
within the tract of 8,000 acres which
Sir William Berkeley of Virginia
granted on October 21, 3 669, to RobertHowscn as a recompense for
bringing settlers to the colony, and
which tract was sold by Howson to
John Alexander of Stafford county
for six hogsheads of tobacco. So far
as the Rambler has found.or so far
as the Rambler has been told.no
controversy arose over Analostan
Island. The reason for this may have
been that a, Virginian obtained possessionof the island from the heirs
of the Maryland patentee before th"
lands in this neighborhood came to sbe in much request by settlers. The
heirs of Randolph Brandt sold the

^island to George Mason. In If 17. That
George Mason was probably the rifather of George Mason of Gunston .Hall, and it may be that he was the ngrandfather of that great man. And ^right here is a curious little thing: t|George Mason of Gunston Hall, in his swill dated March 20. 1773. and pro- sbated at the ourt of Fairfax county (;October 16, 1792. wrote this item: "I
also, give and bequeath unto my saidsoiT.Iohn Mason and. his heirs forever. ^
tny Island in the Potomaek River op- jposite the mouth of Rock Creek "tiwhich T had under a patent from the s]Iyord Proprietary of Maryland, by g,the name of Barbadoes." Now. the ,,f.tct is, as shown by the records of t]Charles county and the ^'ps of the tl
urai i-.emir* arm v.oiumiria i nn> com- p
panics of Washington, that this island c
was sold to George Mason by Fran- li
ois Hammcrslev August 27. 1717, and F
that Francis Hammersley was the fi
husband of Margaret Martha Brandt. B
daughter of Randolph Brandt, grantee tl
under patent from the proprietary of C
Maryland. K
You remember fand of course you F

do not! that when the Rambler took ji
up the story of Analostan Island.he si
wrote that James S. Shepherd, com- a
misioner of the land office at An- 1c
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lapolis. and Arthur Trader, chief clerk er
jf that office, dug out of the file." the:
patent to Brandt. But hare it is again:

j tilIn obedience to a warrant from lii* Lordship. J aiwaring date of the -1st of July. 1680. granted ;
into Capl. Randolph Itrandt of Charles county. jipon a petition of the aforesaid in humble
uanner. <-ertifies that Rkliard Edelin. surveyor W
lor St. Marys- City, under the Honorable Vin- M
erits (V) Lowe. Esquire.' surveyor generall of wrhis Province, and in reference to a warrant 0igranted the said Brandt, bearing date of the wJ7t.li day of Aprill last past, for 200 acre* of ,and, have laid out for the said Brandt one eerlainparceli of land, being an island lying in
the Patoinack River near the falls of said river j>ver against Rock Creek, in Charles County. 17
ommonly called or known by the flame of the j jAnnalostian Island, containing, by estimate, 75 ...

teres, more or less, to be holden of Zachiah .

Manor. called Barbadoes. Certified this 29th IOI
Jay of Aprill. Anno Itomini 1682. (Signed> cc
Itichard Edelin. I dl
The day after that appeared in The s*

Star the Rambler received the follow- ni
ing: cc

SHBPHEKDSTOWK. W. Va. fh
February 7. 1921. tr

In reading the Rambler's account of Ana- m
ostan Island in The Star of February 6, 192t. jftake pleasure in informing you that Capt.
taiidolph Brandt of Cliaries county. Md.. owned
ind willed that island to his daughter and her n«
uishand, IJamnaersly. His will is. of record at at
\nna polis. cl'
Oapt. Randolph Brandt was his lordship's to-aptain of Indian affairs for Charles county, ojMd. He came to Maryland from the Barbadoes

md was given many land grants. 'v
I thought you might look this up. I think fca

(underscored) the will is dated 1698. m
The note came from the late Mrs. in
Fames S. Phillips, registrar general.
National Society Daughters of the
\mericafi Revolution, whose home dl
vas in Sfiepherdstown. Va..beg par- "t
ion. W. Va..the ~ffarnbler finds it ni
lard to keep in mind all these new
states. ru
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Uefore going over to Annapolis or so
lown to L.n Plata the Uamblei1 stop- ge
>ed in at oftices of the ti11-- com- is
>any to see liis ohl friend Will Van Spi-'leck and make inquiry about j).
Irandt's will. There were references in
o it in the files., ftandolph Brandt At
eaves to his "son Marcus a certain Hi
louse or tenant with the land and Ot
ither appurtenances thereto in the' th
stand of Barbados. which said hi
premises, with 500 acres of land. A. de
five unto said Marcus and his heirs be
jy him lawfully begotten." Then he |
villed that if his son Marcus should ca
tot have legally begotten heirs the it:
stand was to go to his son Randolph. he
If Randolph had no lawfully begot- he
en heirs the said Island of Barba- I to
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its was to £o to his daughter,
iargaret Martha, wife of Francis
'.am morsley. For want of heirs of
argaret and Francis Hamraersley
ie island was to go to his son Jacob,
ho testator-mentions two other chilren.Charles and Mary. Marv seems
> have been married to James l-attiioreor l^atimer. There are records
t Charles county of wills of Jacob
randt. probated 1713: Chrlos Brandt.
714; and Jacob Brandt. 1730. No
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TEPS I.EADING DOW* TO WA1
AXALOST.1

eoord of a. will by Margaret Hamleraleyor James or Mary Uati10ro or Imaimer has been found,
nalostan Island evidently came into
lie ownershop of Fraticis Hammerley,husband of the daughter of the
rantee Brandt, for he sold it to
leorge Mason, the date of the dqfd
eing August 22. 1717.
Analostan Island was mortgaged to
le Bank of the United States by Oen.
ohn Mason in 1826. In 1829 a second
ust was put on the island and its
plendid mansion to secure <Ien. Mam'sindorsement of other men's
otes. In 1833 the bank foreclosed
le mortgage. In 1S42 the bank sold
le islands to John Carter. John Marury.executor of the will of John
arter. conveyed the island to WilamA. Bradley. In 1889 Reginald
endall. trustee under a deed of trust
-om Powell M. Bradley. Frederick IV.
radley and Maria O. Bradley, leased
te island to the Columbia Athletic
lub. the lease being signed by James
'. Hood, vice president, and Howard
erry. secretary of the club. This is
1st a sketch of the path which
iretches out ahead of the Rambler,
nd he will not slight Tony Rodier's
>ng occupation of the island as an
xcursion place.
There is certainly much to be writ;nabout the house that stood on the
land, tlie people who lived mere
ad the children born there. The ruin
t the house, the west wall of which
standing:, the mounds of debris, the

lassive foundation walls and the
»ep. wide cellars show that it was
ae of the great houses of this part of
le world. The financial tragedy
hich caused the loss of this home to
s builder must be a sad story. The
cords in the office of recorder of deeds
irow no light on why Gen. Mason need1the sums of money which he' borrow1from the Bank of the I'nlted States
1825. The aggregate of several pronisorynotes signed by Gen. Mason

id his wife. Anna Maria Mason, in
tat year was 828.500. It must have
jen an unfortunate business advenirehe entered upon. There is also
5 light on the reason which caused
en. Mason and his wife to execute
second deed of trust in 1829 to setrethe Bank of the United States

i notes indorsed by him. but which
ere made by John W. Bronaugh.
>hn Cooke. William Brent, jr.: Edgar
icCarty and Brent and Cooke.
It was after the loss of his beautiful
use and his gloved jSiand that Gen.
ason >went to live at Clermont,
here he died in April, 1849, leaving
is possessions toi his wife and his
llldren. Catherine, James M. Mason
id Eilbeck Mason.

* * * *
In "The Chronicles of Georgetown
om 1751 to 1878," written by Richard
Jackson, is this reference to the

ason home on Analostan Island:
"Just opposite the town i<t Analostan Inland,
til its beautiful trees sad verdant fields,
ibrarinjr near ISO acres, and is denominate-!
asun's Inland, l-eing titr former residence of
e late Gen. Mason, who entertained lamis
lillipe when on a visit ro the United States
170S. James M. Mason. Inte t'onfederate

inisfer to Europe, was born there. The
rolling. in which so much princely hospitality
is exhibited, was 1-urnt down during therilwar. Tlie island is now used as a pleas- j
e resort. A atone causeway connects the is-
nd with the Virginia shore, which was erectin180.1, at a heavy exfiense. for the purseof improving the channel -wf the river by
rowing the whole body of water on the eastnsi-ie of the island.

As the Rambler nears the close of
lis narrative lie wishes to bring up
jain the matter of the dam and
tuseway which connected Analostan
:land with the Virginia shore. He
ants to introduce you to Thomas
oore, engineer in charge of that
ork. and a man who has many other
aims to notice. Some of the facts
ere given to the Rambler by his old
lend, Caleb S. Miller, a descendant
the engineer.

Thomas .Moore was born June 12,
GO, and was a civil engineer, a scienficfarmer and a clear and forcible
riter. His father. Thomas, a member
the Society of Friends, came to this

tuntry from Ireland about the mideof the eighteenth century and
ttled in Pennsylvania, where lie
arried. He soon moved to L,oudoun
tunty, Va.. and settled at a place
en called Milltown. He follower! the
ade of shoemaker and became a
an of influence in his community,
is influence is indicated by the fact
iat when he proposed changing the
trne of the settlement to AVaterford,
ter his native town in Ireland, the
tange was made and it' is Waterford
day. The son. Thomas. September
. 1791, married .Mary, daughter of
Dger and Mary Matthews Brooke of
indy Spring, Md.. and in 1794 he
oved to Maryland and began farms'on land owned by his wife near
rookeville. He became one of tlfe
remost farmers of the state, introicingmethods which were of benetoagriculture. He invented a |
imber of useful things and among j
ese was the refrigerator, the fore-'
nner of tlie devices now in use, and
e patent lor the invention issued
1 hi0:s. and signed by Thomas Jeflfern.President, and .lames Madison,
crolary of State, is in possession of
ahel ar.d M. Janet Miller of Sandy
iring. his great-granddaughters
oore published a boolc in 1S01 Iteurgthe title, "The Great Error of jneriean Agriculture Exposed, and
ints for Improvements Suggested."
le of his principal objects in writing
at book, a copy of which is in the
brary of Congress, was to advocate
ep plowing and he seems to have
en a pioneer in this matter,
t was as a civil engineer that he hemebest known and he was engaged
several important undertakings which
carried through with credit. In 1805
was employed by the city of Georgewnto construct the causeway to con-

;le on- ~

an island^
r.ect Analostan Island ^i:h the Vircin:..
shore. For this ho received f'jf.ona an<l| ^

completed the work in about one year I
In 1MHJ l*resident .] jf.Tntn appointed!
him as ono of a commission of three t. i
lay out and construct that part of the
national turnpike between < 'timber!* n»

*

and the Ohio river. lie was also ehlei «i
engineer of the Janu s River canal. T«»
quote the words of his brother-in-law
Isaac Hriicgs. with whom he was clone l> *

I associated in business affairs, from

v . »
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PER STREET OX THE WAY TO
LA' ISLAND.

1818 until his death, he occupied with
much honor to himself and with great
benefit to the public, and with the entireapprobation of those to whom In
was responsible, the office of principal
civil engineer of the state of Virginia.'
Mr. Moore died October 3. 1822. Fifteen

or twenty years aco there appeared in
the Montgomery Oountv Press an unsignedarticle on the subject of ThomasMoore,and Mr. Miller, his gr^-at-grandson.discussing it with the Rambler, said:
"The correspondent makes tin- statementthat Thomas Moore was chief en,gineer of the Chesapeake and Ohio
canal, but the monument standing at
the north end of tin- bridge which

.crosses the canal at 32d street gives
j some dates which seem to preclude tin-
possibilities of this being the case,
Thomas Moore died in 1822 and th|dates on the monument indicate that
the construction of th»* canal was not

) begun until ^tfter his death. Of course,
he mav havr- had somfthinc to do with
the preliminary surveys, hut until I
have further evidence. I think it best to

J make no mention of it."
The man standing by the rocks on

Analostan Inland was the Rambler's
ferryman and guide, hiewis A. Wood, a
Georgetown native, whose father. AndrewJackson Wood of Anne Arundel
county, settled ir. Georgetown before
the civil war.

Pension pffice Cat,
Owher of a Bond,

-j,(joes to Last Rest
rpHE'pen^ih' otlloe cat is dead. By

the pension office cat it is not
meant to nrfer to any of tiie mere

cats whioJuijtftimes have taken tip
their abodoynik Jived in the pension
office". Xo <f'pc'' would have spoken .

of the peijmton'.^JRce cat as livinc
anywhere.'- -SeJAvas of the class of
those who reshfte. Tiiis creature was

installed in the pension office aboUji
ten years ago and soon after his in-
stallation lie "owned" tlie place.
With regal air, whiskers sniffing

the breeze, tail aloft, this graystripedanimal walked, or trod,
rather, the tiled floors of court and
corridors as one who "belones." lie
was large, well fed. even corpulent
He came and went as he pleased.
He was petted when he chose to permitit. He took his siestas wherever
it best suited him. on top of desks
and sacred office papers, or in carefullyprepared nooks in desk drawer*when he came and asked to haw
them opened for liim.

|i Birds- nsed to nest in the ventilatorsof the windows, and one of tlicat'spastimes was fishing down tin sopeningswith his gray, white-tipped
paw* for stray young birds, which I;,
fondly hoped might still linger there
The years passed only to make huu
more and more a part of the place
Often in the morning, if the day was
fine, not otherwise, he designed to
sit outside of .pne of the doors- to
welcome the mere clerks who came,
not to dwell, as he did, in these columnedprecinets. but to earn their
daily bread in big palace.
During the war, when patriot ie

speeches were, made by distinguished
men in the large court, in behalf of
the Bed Cross, or for the purpose of
raising money for the liberty loans,
the eat took part. Never did he miss
an assembly, and under his fur coat
his heart was stirred by all the lofty,
patriotic utterances until he would
seek a place at the very foot of the
dais raised for the speaker of the occasion.When patriotic songs wiere
sung in the morning during those
trying months, the cat's soul seemed
to respond, and he would walk softly
about his large court, too moved to
raise his voice with the others. ,

But the climax of his glory came at
the close of the big drive to put over
the top the last victory loan. Everyone
in the pension office bought, and some
boucfht airain and vet again, and then.
in the silence of the court where alt
were gathered. the voice of the deputycommissioner of pensions rang out:
"Every one has a bond.the com- *

missioner. the chiefs of divisions, the
clerks, the laborers and charwomen.
Now. I propose to buy a bond for the
office cat!" And he did.
Was there a cat anywhere else on

earth who owned a government victorybond? No: not one beside this
supreme cat. who walked now as

though the earth were not beneath
him, his gray coat puffed out with
pride, his tail tilted at a more arrogantangle, his topas eves holding a
more insolent stare.this cat PTeminent.
Perhaps his pride was too much for

him; perhaps the strain of the war
told on him. as it did on most people.
Soon a'ter that his health began to
fail. He showed signs of age. a"d
about a vear ago be was re*'red. TTe
passed the last days of his life in the
eare of ore of the many clerks who
lied been ford of him.
H" missed his old home. A loneinc

for the rnlrnmed reiirl. with its fountainin which go'dfish nlaved hauntedhis d"»irs He was even homesickat times for the of numerousfriendM- hands wh'e'i in earlier
davs he had scorned. Put he CP'S

used to the change, a-«* vs5 »r»ti>'"l
for the eare he received. With h'«
passing has gone a cat which w;tT
alwavs be part of the history of the
pension offlee.
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